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Which the Bards in social glee 
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OF BOUQUET 



BopQUST with no flower from the Anthology would 
be the Play without the person of Ajax. I do not 
mean the Latin but the Greek Anthology, that fJEu:* 
fiamed collection, the many exquisite flowers of 
which — Gems and Attic Flowers Lord Byron 
called them — gathered and translated by the son of 
my professional, personal, and, I may say, prover* 
bial friend. Dr. Robert Bland of Spur Street, were 
twice published by him at the beginning of this 
century. 

Not that my selection of Poems for translation 
from the storehouse of the Anthology is at all co* 
incident with that of Mr. Bland and his fellows^ 
Beautiful are theirs and on all subjects. Mine 
have mostly one burthen — Flowers: flowers no 
doubt in varied association^ but still for the more 
part flowers, as most appropriate, nay, indispens«> 
able for my subjecti Bouquet, which is itself but 



m OB BQVQVKT. 

kn. Anthology of Nature^ a Florilegiura of 1;he 
A>wer8 of the field. 

^- ' * '- 

^ I have sUpplemenJted the selection which I have 
^ made from Gcotius-r-fpr his edition of the A^tkolpgia 
GfiKfCA is that from whidi I generally select and 
^trioislate — ^by other flowers chosen from the Frag- 
Hients and Hymns of Pindar, and from the Choral 
Songs of the Gre^ Dramatists, at least from Eurip- 
ides and Aristophanes. As a rule, these songs are 
as complete in themselves, and as little need the 
context to explain them, as do the portions of the 
Hymns which I have translated and transplanted 
but of Pindar. Only in The Clouds of Aristophanes 
I have borrowed just so much of the dialogue as 
might be, if not necessary, yet useful for catching 
the drift of the Chorus. That particular scene I 
have taken by permission from an article by a 
friend, published many years s^o, on the Greek 
Drama in general and on Aristophanes in particular, 
with one or two very slight alterations, the better 
to adapt it to itis present purpose. These he has 
done for me, himself with his own hand, and indeed 
has added two words to the scene, in accordance 
with the ftm and manner of Aristophanes — a liberty 
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ta&en UdWhere d^.' He is en^ of thie lor^rs itf 
Aristophanes whom it is as pleasant to meet wilSi 
as Mr. B^saht might leel it to be to ^ in with an 



dtlt-and-but Rabdatsian comrade. "With my fidend 
many a healthy laugh I have had Over the Frogs 
Sind'Wasps and at the inimitable Sausage-moi^r 

-Hso Iflce the O'Gonnell of those days — ^laugh as 

■ -•''■.• 

Iiealthy and as hearty as ever we had over tiie 

^ Tate of a Tub and Barfholofiietu Fair of Rare Ben. 

* Of which latter play I may perhaps be allowed ta 

" mention a remark made to me by Shirley Bro(Mcs 

in the course of a moonlight walk from Highgate— 

that he woidd undertake to fit it "Viiginibus 

puerisque" without the sacrifice of one iota of its 

' wit or the surrender Of one tittle of its humour ; 

and this saying of his I record for the service 

*; of the future Harnesses and Bowdlers— very 

diflFerently-minded play-refiners though they be — 

of the great Dramatic Poets of En^nd. 

The same good friend, too, who furnishes the 
scene and chorus-songs of The Clouds has also 
allowed me to use his version of Pindar's Hymn to the 
Sun under Eclipse, which Kit North pronounced 
a glorious Ode. I do so with the mote readiness 
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because I have seen it in a voliune of Popular 
Poetry assigned to William Lisle Bowles. Had I 
wished, my friend would have given me the use of 
some other of his versions equally welcomed at th^ 
time of their publication, but as a rule I have 
thought it best to confine my Bouquet to myselL 

Beyond these translations from the Greek 
Anthology, Plays, H3rmns, and Fragments, I have 
added a version or two from the Latin. Not from 
the Latin Anthology, which, compared to the 
Greek, is pale and silent as the Moon hid in her 
vacant Inter-lunar Cave, though a pretty garland 
enough might be made out of its pale primroses as a 
pendant to its Greek sister. The versions to which 
I allude are from Horace, and were suggested by 
circiunstances occurvent. They are from the well« 
known Odes Persicos Odi and Fons Bandusia. The 
version of the former was jprompted by a Banquet 
of some pretension on the score of magnificence, 
but where the scent of the flowers suppressed the 
odour of the wine. Done in returning homeward, 
it a little two much expresses my feelings at the 
time, and does not sufficiently exhibit the terseness 
a^d close wording of the original pretty little poenu 
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f Bppetxd therefore a much briefer representation 
of tiie same eight telling lines. At the same time 
lihay take this opportunity of saying that, thot^fh 
I hope never to mistake a word nor misinterpret a 
sentence, yet it must be borne in mind that I <lo 
not profess to sit down and elaborate my versions 
8S Sewell and Singleton may have sat down to 
iheir Geargtcs, or Sewell, the Kennedys, and 
Mr, Browning, to their Agamemnon^ or Mr. Robinson 
ElHs to his scholarly version of Catallus. On the 
contrary my versions have for the most part becto 
made by me travelling through lanes and whapple 
roads — ^the earliest tracks of man in Britain— or 
over heaths and commons and downs, as well as In 
woods and gardens, so that of the book itself, as of 
almost each individual version contained in it, m^y 
be said, VerHtur amhulando. 

This holds true of that other translation {t!&ta 
Horace the Fons Bandusia. Comirig upon a deep 
gill iti Sussex on a very sultry day, I found Hheice 
*'a streamlet issuing &om a rock,*' that rock a 
wall of Horsham slate, the stone of the coufttiy, 
and falling into a little basin of moss and grassiies 
which made it in my mind at the time contrast 
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not unfkvourahly with Juvenal's beautiful Fans 
Egma^ for he had the good taste, in the face of its 
then present "restoration," to long for its first 

green margent of grass, and its old native tu£p, 

- -J 

now faced or defaced by marbles* 

As a penjdant to Asclepiades' Wreath of Tears. I 
have appended the famous Celiacs Arbour^ in the 
version of Tom Moore — ^that grand favourite of my 
right ro3ral patron King George. And for those 
lovers of Horsley who may be curious to see the 
original of that which inspired his genius I will 
add the lines of Angerianus to the version of 
Moore, and a very beautiful though quaintly- 
metred flower of Latin Anthology that pretty po^m 
is. A few more such specimens and we might 
have, as I have remarked, a very pleasing Latin 
" Flower," in the Scottish acceptation of the word, 
as well as a Greek or English. 

From what I have said the reader may fancy 
that I have handled my texts rather waywardly. 
^It is not so. The texts I have followed may 
naturally enough seem now to be old-fashioned, but 
they are what I have been used to, and in the 
main I have adhered to them scrupulously. 
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I may premise that the Tauchnitz Anthology I 
have used and referred to for hardiness' sake, and 
Kuster in The Chuds of Aristophanes, on account 
of his marking out the acts and scenes, which is 
convenient when more than the choral ode is 
concerned. In referring to Grotius, I give the 
reader, if ciuHious on that point, an opportunity of 
comparing some admirable versions into Latin. 

With Grotius then, in the Anthology, with 
Heyne in Pindar, with Bnmck in the Birds of 
Aristophanes, and with honest old Barnes for the 
one song of Euripides, I journeyed along pleasantly 
enough. The few variations of text which occur 
to me I mention simply as samples of the utmost 
license which I have suffered myself to take. 

In the Olympian of Pindar 11. 1 have translated 
as if it had been 7ip6vov instead of K/m)vov, but need- 
lessly, for K/mSvo9 is quite su£Giciently significant to 
us of " Old Time " to call for no parallel nor 
V2iriation. In the Ph3rthian, to avoid what seems 
to me a platitude foreign from Pindar's manner, I 
have ventured to read koL v^ iu place of mX ircS^, 
and also in connection widi, and as emphatic of, 
the Ivord Scficrai-^immediatdy going before—" Aye, 
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^th ft fetter." In one of the Ftag<neiit»^ tJ 
Pindftr III. (He3me, vol. it p; s&}f'to tlie^eenh 
vMtioiial €VKXMa I p^fer with H. Stepheas tUis 
in<»re distinct iitnd descriptive ^Xioi^*-*^ the'hlghly^ 
deeerated and sunny " — or, ks Spenser and FairficK 
Ifould have called it, ^' the sunshiny*' febe ot^bt 
Agora or <' Place," ais it might now be denominaied, 
e.g. The Piazza or Place ^ St. Mark. 

Under the impression that no Bouquet eould 
tixist, or could be ^eomplete whfhout a garden^ I 
have added to the little volume The Palace-CFdrden 
6f Armida from the J^htsakm of Tasso, tran^ated 
into the story-telling meter of Chaucer in theTtfiif 
•i-4hat meter so popidar with our countaymen— 
the Old English heroic couplet. Nor ishould k be* 
forgotten that what the spirit of Fairfax, the wit of 
Harrington, the rc^licking freshness of Fatisfe*W,-^ 
failed to ^ect, that Hocrfe and Mickle succeeded' 
in doing, for three generations of English readef^.T 
They made Tasso, Ariosto, and Camoeas, popidat^ 
in. the true ]aense of t&e word, made them mtHm' 
mlxtaiH pw onr, and, had they lived l<H)g enough, 
might have seen themselves printed and published 
in the pretty little series of English Classics,^ 
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iballfid aftei t^e p«}>lt;diersH Walker's ^ Sultaby^^ 
Ck^ips^ TI^Us^ was the substance of that fiaunous 
triad mad^^ tsmiM»x tb EngHsh readers. I say the 
Hfil^fHMtf, for I do ilot affirm that Hoole was the 
prop^t to make the poeiiyy of Tasso and Ariosto 
mqch known unto men.. Observe, I do not place 
iCickle and his Lusiad on the same footing of worth 
with Hoole ainl his versions of the J$rusaUm( and 
Qflando. Mickle was a real poet, if not a very 
large one. Even his unwarrantable enlargements 
of his original testify in some measure to that* 
But it was the homely character of the verse that 
brought those three great poems home to the 
hearts and understandings of our more immediate 
fathers, say of the three generations back. 

From <dd habit I have chosen it for the channel 
of my versicm from Tasso. In this I am at one 
with Mr. John Hunt and others beside Hoole, 
pmSBrring this old Chaucerian couplet to the 
octirve stanza of Fairfax and to the Spenserian of 
the late Mr. Wiffen. In fact, moodsof mind vary. 
Reading the Jerusalem in a contemplative humour 
you might prefer Fairfax or Wiffen ; reading for 
the story (as our fathers read and I too in my 

B 



inriii OF BOUQUET. 

youth) you m^^bt choose the nm of Hunt cht «v:^ 
the walk of Hoole. Mr. Hunt, had he tak^o^ 
Uttld more pains with his work, might ^hiiye 
achieved a great success — notwithstanding \i^t 
Charles Knight was at the time reissuing iBigdy 
and in a popular shape Fairfax's translation/^pji 
M n Wiffen was soon to come into the field with 
his specimens for a new Spenserian Version. TlUit 
I have not spoken too eulogistically of Hunt's 
powers, had he given them fair play, his version^Of 
the " Happy Islands," from the Fifteenth Book^pf 
the Jirusalemi will perhaps be accepted in prp^ 
I ¥rill append it to the description of the Islands 
of the Blest in the Second Olympian of Pindax». to 
which, amongst many others, it forms a very 
: appropriate parallel, and, curiously enough, the 
opening verses of the passage, which, howeyer»it 
is needless to extract, run likewise in unison wiJ^h 
v^y other passage, from Pindar's First Pyth^ 
Hynm; I mean the passage concerning Etna« 

As a pleasant comparative study the readeiL.ipf 
^the Palace and Gardens of Armida in Tassaneej^ 
hfurdly to be rexninded of the Garde^s of Alpincps 
in the Seventh Boqk of the Odyssey , ot oi ^e 
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nJBpwer olBUss" in the Twelfth Canto erf tiie 

^e^n4 Book of the FahyQueim. [ Asa comment 
€xa the pretty bird-song in the gardens. of Armida 

,9^1^ l)e res^d two Stanzas (42 and 43) of the Fir$t 
Canto of Ariosto (Orlando Furioso) and also the 

ji^fiour^lines compressed from the nine of CatultusT- 
out of the Carmen Nuptiale of Manlius and Jnfia 
(v* 39)» with a version of which I all but finish. 

I have alluded at the very opening of this talk 
of Bouquet to the tribute of praise so handsomdy 
and justly paid by Lord B3n:on in the first and sill 
after editions of the English Bards to Mr. Robert 
Bland and his coadjutors, in bringing out his 

^collection firom the Anthology. The two Peers, 
Chesterfield and Byron, were certainly not of one 

mind respecting the worth of the poems of the 

Greek Anthology. While the Poet Peer hailed 

'their discovery in his time as that of so many 

'gems for the eyes of his fellow-coimtrymen to feed 

on, the AfhiUr Elegantiarum had thought fit to 

''hang them on his unked nose," as a Bucks 

yoeman would have told him. But then this 

"^Afiikr was a Judge among Geese, and though he 

^ was a D$rmir it does not at all stand to reason that 

'his wit was necessarily ilZ/jp. 
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The eolpgy praooimoed by Lofd Bym on the 
Poems and tbeir di sco v ereis in his time was 
oertainfy just. At the same time it must be 
remembered that several sdectxnis from the An- 
thcdpgy in the shape of bocAs of Epigrams were in 
nse at the public schools ; that at the dose of the 
eighteenth century a v<dume of translations was 
published in Oxford; and that among the older 
dramatic poets and the song writers, such as 
Herrick and the writers in Davison's Poetical 
Rhapsody, there is sure evidence that many of the 
poems were well known, as indeed was but likely, 
£3r the men of that day were most of them scholars 
and gentiemen, so far as education went. 
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Page xiii. , line of text lo, CaUtUus for CataUus. 
ti XV., „ „ „ 2, JunuUuess for hardiness, 

„ n „ 5th from foot, Pythian for Phythian. 
xvi.» ,, „ M 3, cvicAia for cvicAca. 
„ „ „ 13 and 14, mitre for meter, 
„ 4, line of heading 3, Criticum for Criticism. 
„ r X5i line of text 3, solemn-paced for solemn-placed, 
H 18, „ „ „ 10, give ioT gives. 
„ 26, „ „ „ 4, Dele full-stop after Isle. 
„ 32, last line, Conqueror for Conquerer, 
„ 51, line of text 4,jockeyism for jocyism. 
t, 59i .. .. •• I. Dogstar for Day star, 
„ 68,^ line of heading 2, Catullus for CaiaUus. 
„ 69, line of text i, 5erv«s for serve. 
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EARLY SPRING. 

After Mblbagbr, Tauehn, II. 151. 

LOW no more, thou Winter wind, 
Welcome, balmy breath of Spring, 
Skies — no longer look unkind. 
For the Hour is on the wing. 

And the blushing Spring hath smiled, 
And her kirtle green of grass 

Earth hath donn'd, and through the wild- 
Wild no longer — as ye pass. 

Every plant and every tree 
Its lush shoots ye see adorning 

With new petals, while the lea, 
Drinking the pale dew of morning, 

Laughs to watch the buds unclose 
At the Opening of the Rose. 
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Now the shepherd pipe$ fc^ joy 
In the hollows of the heights, 

And the merry goatherd boy 
In his snowy kid delights. 

On the broad waves' heaving back 
Now from land the ^ipmen fare. 

And the bellying mainsails slack 
To the west wind's gentle air. 



To the Wine-God, cluster-crown'd, 

Now the Evo6 of the hour 
Raise they, with their temples boimd 

By the Ivy's berried flower. 

For their works of art and beauty 
Now the bees, kine-gendered, yearn. 

Now to their accustomed duty. 
Settling on the hive, they turn ; 

Working till the honey wells 

Through their many-latticed cells. 
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Now on every side is heard 
Every note of every bird. 



Halcyons— on the waves they prank — 
Round about their eaves — the swallows, 

Swans upon the river-bank, 
Nightingales in leafy hdlows. 

# 

If, then, trees with joy are stirr'd, 

If the earth be beauty-clad, 
If the shepherd's pipe be heard, 

And the well-fleeced flocks made glad, 

If the shipmen plough the sea, 
If the Wine-God dance and sing, 

If the birds make melody. 
If the bees go travailing, 

Why should minstrel's song not chime 

Sweetly in the sweet Spring-time. 
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YOUNG LOVE AMONG THE ROSES. 

■ ' : ' ^ ■ . • - •■ ■•■■■■:_ y\ 

JuuAN, Prefect of Egypt. Anacreontic. 
See Muuum Critmsmr I- 263. -: 
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|MNE day, as I was weaving a garland of sweet 

posies, 
My luck it was to light upon young Love among 

the roses: 
So by the wings I caught him, and pltmged hiitst 

in the draught. 
And seized the cup and merrily*— Love, mnf, aiid 

all, I quaff'd: n 

But ever since within me I have felt him [ «nd i\ 

£iath. 
Am much a&aid : his tiny wings will ticUb to0to 

deatii. 



A LEGACY OF LOVE AND LIFE. 







MSLBAGBR, TOMChn. I. 333. 

^ • ' . 

OVE'S legacy to Death, to thee I pour 
^ These tears, my lost, my buried Heliodbrej, 
Tears, bitterest tears ; with these thy tomb I t<ft9t«[ 
Tests of my truth, and records of regret. 

Woe, woe, for thee, thou loved, thou perish'd One, 
For thee, the prize Of thankless Acheron, [care^ 
Woe, woe, where now that branch, my pride, my 
Where now the flower that bloom'd so freshly fair ? 
'Tis rifled, rifled by the hand of heU, 
And the dust darkeneth o'er that floweret's bell. 

Yet hear me, Earth, kind nurse of all our race, , 
Hear, while I kneel, and in thy fond embrace 
Fold, mother, gently fold her, for whose sake 
This bleeding heart shall sorrow till it break. 




THE NIGHTINGALE-SONG. 

Caixihacbus, Tatulm, I. 242. 

'HEY came and told me thou wast dead^^ 
My HeracleituSy and mine eye 
Grew wet, for I remembered 
How often, in the times gone by, 
We two had sat and talked away 
The smi of many a summer day* 

And thou art dust and ashes noW| 

My Halicamassgan Chum, 

And long hast heen ; yet, such as thOu 

Thy Nightingales shall ne'er become : 

• . ■ . . .' I- ■ i> 

On wing of then! — for deathless they^=— 
No hand thie robber Death shall lay. 






LEAVE ME A KISS UPON THE CUP- 
Agatbias, GroL III. 216. Tauchn, 1. 120. 




'OULDST have me drink the wine draught 
No lover I of wine — [np^ — ? 

Taste thou, and I will take the cup 
Whose lip is touch'd by thine. 

For, lady, if thy lips have kiss'd 

That lip, I can but choose 
The cup, 'twere folly to have miss'd, 

And treason to refuse. 

That cup, my ferry-boat, to me 

Thy kiss brings o'er the ferry, 
And bids me take from it and thee 

The joy that makes it merry. 







THE HAPPY ISLES. 

Pindar, Olympian H. X09. fftym. 

LIKE by night, alike by d«yt. 
A never-setting Sun have they. 
The holy and the good ; / - 

A life they live of rest from toil* 

From pain and trouble bees 
Nor score, by strength of hand, the soil. 
Nor water of the sea, 
A happy brotherhood. 

Welcome moreover at the side 
Of those the Gods have glorified ; 
Men who rejoiced^ with reverent Sear, 
To keep the solenm oaths th^ sware, 
A life they live without a care, 
An age without a tear. 
While they, the faithless and forsworn. 
Bear on, as they have ever borne, 
A load that baffles mortal eye 
To measure out its misery. 
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But whoso thrice, on either side 
The lilies that life add death diyif:|ey 
Have boldly dared the test to bide, 
And hold their souls from wrong, 
Faife to the gdlden Towers of Tizne 
7 The path of Zeus along, 
Where rotihd the Island of the Blest, 
The daughters of Oceanus, 
The Ocean-breezes, blow '; 
And burnishing the boon Earth's breast 
Flowers bum, in glory marvellous, 
With gold a-glow. 
From earth are these, while others climb 
The stems of stately trees. 
To hang from branch and bough 
Their clusters; down. 
" While others, fed by the soft flow 
Of ivater, on its bosom grow : 
So, garlanded of these, 
''Those happy Islemen wreathe their hands 
With armlets and with braided bands 
And many a crown. 
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THE ISLANDS OF THE BLEST. 
A Pendant to the Above. 

'HE Happy Islands these ; in days of yore 
Such the proud names these enviedreripiiLg bore: 
To th^, ^ andeht times believed, was given 
Such store of blessings by proptious Heaven, 
That, still unconscious of the ploughman's toil, 
Spontaneous harvests crown'd the generous soil ; 
There, did the never^failing olive grow, 
A^d vines unpruned their luscious fruits bestow ; 
In streams mellifluous from the hollow tr^ 
DistiU'd the golden treasures of the bee ,'. 
There, pure as crystal, from the sloping hill 
Trickled with jmurmurs sweet the sparkHhg rill ; 
Soft zephyrs, gentle dews — the heat assuaged, 
Nor torrid summer there oppressive raged t 
There bloom'd Ety3iuixi,^ there for ever blest. 
The great Departed found their lasting rest. 

Thsso,Jeru$alm Delivtred, XV. 302. 
Ttanslated bjrthe Rev. John Hunt; vol. ii. p. 169. 
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THE CieAUk AIi»b TM£ <^niBL 

Tauehn. II. 155. 

HY, shameless shepherds, pluck me 
Frcmi the branches dropt with dew? 
I am but a poor cicala, 
And ne'er did harm to you. 

The forest-lawns-^I love them — 

And I love a lonely nook, 
But the one thing that I love not 

Is a shepherd's finger-crook. 

Their Nightingale — I conirade 

The Wpod-Nymphs on their way 

Ia combe and shady dingle, 

Making music at mid-day. 

c 



tia BOUQUET. 

There's the song-thrush and the blackbird 
And all those starling thieves. 

The plunderers of your ploughlands. 
The sackers of your sheaves ; 

Your fruit-tree filchers, catch them, 
'Tis right — and kill them too ; 

But why my green leaf grudge me, 
And my tiny drops of dew ? 
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THE FLOWER FADETH. 

Marcus Argbntakius, TourA^. I. 84. 

•c^SIAS, balm-breathed, though tenfold more 

Than sweetest perfimie sweet, V 
Up, and with loving hands this wreath 
Take, and the giver greet. 

Though blooming now, ere mom thou mayst 

Its faded shadow see ; 
Then take it as an emblem. Dear, 

Of thy sweet youth and thee. 
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REV]?IWJ TP WE NIQHTWtQAUfc 




Arxstopbanbs, £tri2s. 209. Brunck, 

P, matey mine, from slumber breafb^ 
And flood the woods with h3rmns divine, 
Thy Dirge — ^when thou the Wail dost waie— 

For tear-dropt Itys, mine and thine : 
Love's liquid melodies that float 
In ripplings through thy dainty throat. 



Through the thick woodbine, leafy-tress'd, 
Let the clear descant rise, and ring 

Up to the seats of Zeus, and rest 
Where golden hair'd and listening, 

Phoebus to thy sad psalm anon 

Chimes in as sad an antiphon. 




REVEILLE TO THE NIGHTINGALE. fg 

And sweeps the cithern, ivory-braced, 
That stirs the choir of Gods to rise, 

And tread a measure, solemn-placed. 
In cadence with thine elegies : 

While through tlicf lips of Aeaven^slmmortals flow 
The wailings of the Blest, 
The Ikrtttdtry of wdet 
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SALVETE FLORES. 

.OD save you, pretty rosebuds, 
Flowers of the Martyr-host, 
In Light and Life's bright lintel 
Torn by the wind and tost. 

Lambs of the Infant Shepherd 

The wolf is on his way ; 
While round the very altar 

With palms and wreaths ye play. 

Your palms are green and golden, 
Your wreaths — ^how sweet their bitath I 

Yet dust is on the palm-branch. 
And on the wreath is death. 

A voice comes up from Rama — 

A wail from off the wild : 
The voice of Rachel weeping. 

The Mother, for the child. 
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THE BLACKBIRD AND THE MISLETOE. 



Marcus Argbntarius. Grot. I. 240. Tauchn, II. 78. 




JNG no more. Blackbird, sing no more, 
On the tall oak*s topmost spray ; 
But in this tree a traitor see, 

And wing for life away, 
To where the Vine its young green leaves 
Uplifts into a bower of eaves. 

There plant thy foot, and all around 

Be thy clear music heard, 
For, while that sprout the oak gives out 

Which poisons the poor bird, 
The Vine give grapes — and He loves song 
And songster to Whom grapes belong, 
Lord of the Clustered Vine ! 
Bromius ous God of Wine I 
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THE LINDEN ROSE AND MYRTLE- 
i^nieot OH, Hf«. I^ gCi 

^IP; braveries of the East;,LhaLt»j 

The linden's braided bands annoy-; 

Then oe^, vlfj^ere blows 

Tbe^^e pale rose 
That lingers latest of th^4atd 

To seek and £nd for .nie^r mypgiy : 
N^ t^. to n^n4--but mar ^fit^at^ , 
The M}rrtle's si^iple coronal. 

With; all iday heart fi^ non^ I ca^^ 
But this — t(f. tl^s alJL crow^.gjy^ t4^ce ; 

Them thfeB; fill, up 

Thy master's cup : 
Th^S; sprays of myrtle inour haur 

l^or tbe^ my cup4)earer^ disgrace, 
Nor me,.BQy, whil^,I;drink thy w^e 
Under the vaulting of my viae. 








A Shorter Vbi^siox op the Same. 

i -' • - .♦ 

'HEIR Persian state, my boy, I hater 
Ylor love the linden's braided. plaft^ 
Tflieti let the rose tlow where it blows 
Lingering and late, 

fittcmgir liie pimple myrtle spray, 
ftut thee, my minister of wine. 
And me, Mthile gay I quaff away 
Under my vine. 
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A BOUQUET WITHOUT A FLOWER IN IT. 




AST in the labours of the disc came oh 
With sturdy step and slow Hippoin^oii ; 
Not as in Northern climes obscurely bright, 
But one unclouded blaze of living light: 
On his right shoulder his thick mane reclined, 
Ruf&es at speed, and dances in the wind : 
Firm fixt his tread and light, as when on high 
He walks the impalpable and pathless sky : 
While round his orb the vivid planets roll, 
And stars unnumbered gild his glowing polL 



So at the close of night the lion wakes 
To track his prey amid the darkling brakes ; 
At once Apollo's vocal caves are still, 
And faint the echoes of Dodona's Hill ; 



A BOUQUET WITHOUT A FLOWER. at 

From the lone spot the trembling peasants haste, 
A wild the Garden, and the Town a waste. 

Methinksy I see — ^with haughty mien above. 
In trophied state the son of Libyan Jove, 
See — ^rear'd to li£e with sinews that deride 
The pangs he suffered, and the death he died I 
'Oh 1 . that for ever from the rolls of Same, 
Like his, had perished every conqueror's name: 
Yet ere I die I would fulfil my vow. 
Praise cannot wound his generous spirit now. 

For his were deeds unchronicled, his tomb, 
No patriot wreaths adorn, to cheer his doom, 
No hopes of conquest and revenge remain ; 
Life he detests, and dreads the victor's chain ; 
Hope — for a season— bade the world fiarewell. 
And Freedom shriek'd as Kosiusko fell 1 
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THE BTRETS 



Y dearie^ .my'bkdie, I'my-- 4u^ brown and 

The dearest of all birds to me^ my one true, wddfi- 

Wwdfiflkw, 
The p«rtaer of "my fotest faymn^ triiett'^Cheyteil 

Iheir true tore tatev 
M^'ftrter-'sKterr imrsdmg awrrj myno^n B^v^dt 
nig^itiiigftle^ 
Thou ait comei thou axt ccmoBfr, I Uatp^'seefi^HKeot 
I hear . ^ 

The sweet voice thou bringest, the voice of my dear ; 
But hist ! thou that weddest the voices of spring 
To the pipe's pretty fluting, another song sing, 
And strike up the strain with an anapest swing. 
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THE PHAROS OF ALEXANDRIA. 

Tamhn, II. 237. 

» 

LIGHT-TOWER toihe wave-m>ni mariner 
Am Ik and seaward flash xpy light s^ ;. 
And, when the loudlj howling storm-blasts sought 
My £all^ great Ammon.the King'a Father wrought 
For me, and stayed me in my place* to Whom 
Poor shipmen (out of their sea-perils come 
Through me» through Him) now joyous on dry land, 
As to the great Earth-Shaker, lift the hand. 



SONG CONQUERS TIME, . 

Tauchn I. 247. 

|ONG years will crumble rock, nor iron spare. 
But level all things with that one keen share; 
So this, La6rtes' Tomb, above the beach 
A little way, will the raw rain-drops breach : 
But ever fresh the Hero's name — for song 
No strength of Time can blunt, however strong. 




'is 



ETNA. 
Pindar. Pfthian, I. 34. Hnne, 

^OR whatsoever things they be, 

Of lands or of the unmastered sea» 
Which Zeus hath held not dear. 

Nor loved in his great soul— to these 

The voice of the Pieridea 
Is very full of fear. 

They hear, but, shudderii^ and amazed, 

Th^ souk distraught, their senses dazed, 
They tremble as they heitf. 

Tis thus with all — *twas thus with him 
Who lies in wailing Tartarus dim ; 

The God's great enemy, 
Typhon, the hundred-handed one, 

To whom, in days gone by, 
'Mid deserts wild, and antres lone, 
The many-named Cilician cave 
A shelter and kind nursing gave. 



BOUQUET. , 

But now the wind-worn cliffs tlmt stand ..^ 

Over fiadr Cyme's shingly strandy 

To fence the salt Miaofes from the land. 

And Sicily's iar Isle. 
Those wxsoUjr breasts combine to^^ess 
Fast down in all their shagginess ; . 

And Etmk hoMy yJK 
TImmiui^ tiMi I«^ yti^m at o«k tbey» go, 
Nura» «|{ t{h« ke(Q» aftd biAing m^^ 
Heaven -s piOaij^^'^r th^ hvXk bqto^ 
Keeps watch a^ wiard th^ wUl^t 
Etna, from the mmM (cdda 
<Xi whose d^ckest, d^egpest hgldsw 
f ojuntains shem of wlut^ ^a^poutt. 

Fierce and unas^roaeh^iblai^ 
While by day roll rivers out 
Of the smouldering smoke of hel* 

Then in the de^ and d«ad of nii^t 
The red fiame^ roUiog flaikt On flalcei 

-^ Flings^ with a fiery hisab 
Huge rocks that hurtling in tfaioir oli(^t». 
Fall through the glassy ^ea'a smootb lidkit 
Adown the deep abyMi 



» M. fcfa V 




E'fSTA. 27 

^tmri ft is tfiSt^i^a^^ck^ite^ " 
Those fou^S^ 6^fl)Bille firbm Em^ 

'TTihiS i)assfegtefr{bte, ' ' 

A horror — ^to the i^hit)maii'^ eye, 

^^Wiio iee6 the uhciarthly kightj^ 
A wonder^to the pksset-by, 

Who wakes at noon of ni^t 
To he^ these boulders, firom on hi^ 
Shot down*, blood-red, come thundering nigh 
His bark with roar and yell. 

The outlaw such that, underneath 
The heads of Etna, leafy-black. 

Bound on the bed whose griding teeth 

Score their long furrows down his back, 

Lies fettered to that living rack. 

And lives, through pangs that never slack, 
The life that knows not death. 



2' 



^ 

V 






THE BUSY BEE. 

NicxAS. Grot I. 146. 




AY glancing bee, blithe harbinger 
Of softly budding springi 
Wild wooer of the awakening flowei8» . 

Wing, golden wandererr wing -- ■ 
From bower to bower thy winding^ighl, 

Thy garnered treasures swetl^ : ■ - 
Unwearied, till a^bundance bless 
Thy waxen latticed cell. - 



■;»i-' 
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WINE MASTERS MILK. 



Pindar, Fragm. Heym, vol. II; Pragm, Inc. IX. p. 82. 




;I|EN, from that first man-mast^ruig gush, 
How sweet the wine the Centaurs knew, 
Fromisff the board, at one wild rush, 
The snowy milk they threw : 
And with right goodwill began to fill 
Their silver horns for a hearty swill. 
And drank till they were fou*. 
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SONG OF THE BIRDS. 

Aristophanbs, Birds, 1055. Brunck. 




OW to me, the all-surveying, 

Me, the Arch Ruler, mortals all 

Will their votive gifts bring gladly, 

And in prayer before me fall. 

For over the broad earth I keep watch and ward, 

I screen the rich fruit-trees, the green garths I guard, 

And the pestilent brood of the ten thousand brutes 

That all the world over devour the fine fruits. 
And fresh from the cup snap the bud as it shoots ; 

And squatting at ease on the back of the trees, 
And wagging the jaw of their gluttonous maw 
On the boughs as they sit. 
Eat the fruit as they please 
Bit by bit— 




SONG OF THE BIRDS. 31 

These I slaughter and slay 

As they plunder and prey 

In the hatefiilest way 
On the sweet-scented gardens so gladsome and gay. 
The Crawler, the Biter, whatever the foul thing, 
For slaughter I take them all — ^under my wing. 
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WINE MAKETH GLAD. 

Pindar, Pragm, Heyne vol. II. Fragm, Inc. LXI. p. 83. 




'HAT time our toils and cares have %aade 
them wings, 
And firom men's souls corrosive sorrow springs, 
When all alike to one false shore we press. 
O'er the full sea of golden plenteousness ; . 
The poor meln man grows mean and poor no more» 
And gathering riches swell the rich man's store, 
Like one man's heart the hearts of all lie lowt: 
Quell'd by the Conquerer and his vine-tree bow. 
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A CICALA. 

\ * ' ' ' • ' , ■ 

-' • _ - \ ■ ; ' • . 1 

Mblbagbr. Grot. II. 218; Tauchn. I. 366. 

i •<■ .. .-- - 

I " ■ ■ ._'.•..•■. •■•-.• 

^HRILLY cicala, drunk with many a drop 

Of dew, thy woodnote trills the moorland o'er, 
While thy tooth'd shanks upon the petal top 
Hold thee, Thou luting little blackamoor. 



Come, pet, a ditty for the Dryadi 
A mocksong, to the pipe of Pan replying, 
That in the shade of yonder plane-tree lying 

Unseized of Love, my noon-day nap I seize. 



^ ^ 
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THE BIRD'S SONG. 



ARzsTOPHAiiss, Birtfs. loSS. BfUtU^. 




HAPPY, happy are the tribes 
That pcqple the bright air. 
They fear no frosts; they fed no kibes, 

Nor woollen waistcoats wear. 
The sun may flash and flame and look 

A ball of fire — ^to them 
It comes but as the cool clear ray 
Of some far-flashing gem. 

For in meadows of flowers, in grassy dell 

In the bosom of leaves I dwell. 
When the shrill cicala's cry 
Trumpets out that noon is nigh, 






THE BIRDS* SONG. $5 

And the fierce sun's fiery breath 
Maddens him almost to death. 

In warm hollows winter I, 

There with mountain n3rmphs I dally 
Till the winter's cold goes by, 

Then from grot and cave I sally 
In the budding spring-tide hour 
On the m)nrtle's virgin flower, 
Food than milk more white, to feed 
Merrily in pleasant places. 
In the Gardens of the Graces 
Making merriment indeed ! 



MUTB liIUSIC. 

Mnasalcas. Grot, II. 230« Tauchm, I. a^. 

>ITH thy shriU'd wings no longer jvq^Ut tj^ou 
chant, 1 ^-^^ 

Cricket, along the fruitaged furrows dkcibu^ : 
No longer cheer me, in my leafy haimt, r 

'* A sweet time from thy tawny pinions chiming. 
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GONe. 

«iUi«iboicu» OP Rhodbs. Grot.U. aaa, Tanehn. I. 265. 

i^N Aids' ibodful house no sunshine now^ 

Lights up thy shrill and honeyed song, fc^ thou 
To the broad leas and dewy flowiers hast flown 
To ClyBfienus and golden Persephone, x 

I If Pros6rpina be Englished into Pr6s6rpine, sorely Per- 
fl£phon6 may be Englished into P6rsephone. 
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A WREATH OF TEARS. 

AscLBPZADBS. Grot, in. 244. Tauchn. I. 90. 

^^ANG, garland, at this garden gate ; 

Hang stilly, stir n<H: leaves nor flowers. 
Wet with my tears — ^my lover's freight — 
For lovers' eyes are full of showers. 

And when that opening door ye see, 
While in the gate my love appears, 

Rain on her head, that plenteously 
Her auburn hair may drink my tears«i 
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CELIA'S ARBOUR. 

Angbrianus. Translated by Thomas Moors. 

Y;Celia*« arbour all the flight 

Hang, humid wreath, the lover's vow ; 
And haply at the morning light 
/ My love shall twine thee round her brow. 

Then if upon her bosom bright 
Some drops of dew shall fall from thee. 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 
But tears of sorrow shed by me. 

The lovers of William Horsley's Music may be curious to 
see the original I^tin, if original it may be called, of 
Angbrianus. 

Ante fores madidae sic, sic, pendete corollae, 

Mane orto imponet Coelia vos capiti. 
At quum per niveam cervicem influxerit humor, 

Dicite '* Non roris, sed pluvia haec, lacrimae.*' 



-f. 
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THE BOLD BEE. 
Mblbagbr. Grot, UI. i86« Tamchn. 1. 93. 




'HY touch, flower-fieasted honey-bee, 
'^I^esoft skiaof my £teliodore, il. 

Leaving with truant wing " 

The chalices of spring ; 
What meanest thou, that evermore 
She bears within her heart Love's stingy 
So sharp, so sweet, so hardly borne ? 
Methinks thy meaning this must be ^ 

Heigho ! thou Lover's Lover, 

Go back, thy purpose we discov^, 
Nor now, f6r the first time^ learn we 
The point and prompting of thine embassy. 



^.r:.^ 
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HYMN TO THE SUN UNDER ECLIPSE. 
Pindar. Fragm, Htyntt vol. II. Fragm, p. 44. 




•1 • ^ 



EAM of ^ the Sun, Heaven* Watcher, s^t>u 

^,r,. whose glance ; 

Lights £ar and widej unveil, to me unvdl 
Thy brow^that oncje again nifine eye may bail 
The' liidtr^ p£ thy cloudless countenance. 

Surpassing Star I Why thus at noon of day 

Withdrawing wouldst thou^mar 

Man'a stalwart strength, and bar 
With dark obstruction Wisdom's iznnding way, 

Lo I on thy chariot track ** 

Hangs midnight, pitchy black; 
Whilst thou from out thine ancient path afar 
u.:.. Hurriest thy belated car. . 
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48 BOUQUET. 

But Thee by mightiest Zeus do I implore. 
O'er Thebes thy fleet steeds' flight 
To rein with presage bright 

Of plenteousness and peace for evermore. 

Fountain of Light, O venerated Power, 

To all of earthly line 

A wonder and a sign. 
What terror threatenest thou at this dread hour ? 

Doom of battle dost thou bring, 
Or cankerous blight fruit- withering, 
Or crushing snow-shower's giant-weight. 
Or faction, shatterer of the State, 
Or breaching seas pour*d o*er the plain. 
Or frost that fettereth land and spring, 
Or summer dank, whose drenching wing 
Droops heavily with rain — 

Such fate — ^portendeth such thy groomy brow ? 

Or, deluging beneath the unprison'd deep 
This earth once more, man's infant race wilt thoa 

Afresh from off the face of nature sweep ? 
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SONG OF SATYRS. THE T^^UANT. 

EuRiPZDBs, Cydops, 41. Bonus, 

HERE, thou child of high-bom fathers, 
Child of high-born mothers, where 
Art thou wending ? 'mid the sharp rocks ? 

What to find there ? softer air — 
Greensward grassier than thine own, 
Water that firom runnels rushing 

May more sweetly slake thy drouth 
Than the silver stream that, gushing 

Like the rivers in the south. 
Eddying lies, in troughs of stone. 

All about the cavern's mouth. 

Are they nothing in thine ear — 
The bleatings of the flocks ? 

E 



44 BOUQUET. 

Dost thou nothing, skulking, hiding 
In the hollows of the rocks ? 

Nor wilt come and pasture here 
Where thy kith and kin abide, 
Nor on the dewy green hill-side ; 

Nor, sirrah, any whither — 
So— thou art coming hither — 
Then — ^have at thee with a stone, 
Begone ! thou horrid horn£d one, 
To the shepherd's upland fold ; 
To the Herdsman Cyclop's hold-r- 
Begone ! Begone 1 
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A DIRGE. 

Pindar, Fragm. Heyne, vol. II. Thrtn. I. p. 23. 




ND they who lived in honour, 
And, with men of noble race, 
The good and just by nature. 

Have now their dwelling-place — 
To them — ^while dim to us below 

And darksome is the night — 
The sun shines forth, in all his strength. 
With everlasting light. 

And leas of purple roses 

Their city- walls enfold, 
And bowers, with incense laden, 

And fields, with flowers of gold. 



46 BOUQUET. 

And with horses some and chariots, 
And some with chess-men play ; 

And some, with lute and anthem, 
Keep joyous holiday : 

Their tree of life so full of flower. 
So fiill of wealth are they. 

And evermore sweet odours 
Through all their coasts are shed. 

While offerings of all kinds, upon 
The God's great altars spread, 

To the far-flashing flakes of fire 
In sacrifice they wed. 

And they whose life is godless 

And their path one path of sin, 
Thrust down to hell, are bolted 

And barr'd that pit within : 
Out of whose mouth bleak rivers 

Of black night a darkness vent. 
One boundless continent of gloom. 

One vast blank firmament. 



4^ 




ROSA ROSARUM. 

Mblbagbr. Grot. III. 282. Tauchn, I. 89. 

OW blows the snowdrop, white ; now blooms, 
With its dear rain-drops wet, 
Narcissus ; haunter of the hills, 
Now blooms the violet. 

But now the Love of loves hath bloom'd, 

Youth's flower, all flowers above, 
The Rose of sweet Persuasion, 

Zenophile, my love. 

Ye leas, why laugh ye idly ? — ^why 
Your' bright bells shake, ye heaths ?^ 

My own dear maid is sweeter far 
Than si world of balmiest wreaths; 
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A DITHYRAMBIC HYMN. 



Pindar, Fmgm. Hejmt, vol. II. Fragm. p. 50. 




OWN to the dance, Olympians^ 
Bring your glory and your gracei 
Gods, who much frequent the mid-nave 

Qf Ath£nai's holy place, 
Trod by thousands, whence up-flies 
Odour rich of sacrifice, — 
And the bright and sunny Mart 
Beautified with dedal art : — 
Haste, and at our hands receive 
The thank-ofierings that we weave ; 
Crowns of banded violet, 
With the dews of spring-tide wet. 



A DITHYRAMBIC HYMN. 49^ 

And mark me from the Temple gate 
Of Zeus, pass forth in high estate, 
Wakening, as I pace along. 
All the ways with bursts of song : 
Till again I reach the Bower 
Of the ivy-braided Power, 
Whom God Bromius, mortals all> 
Whom Eriboas, men call. 

The child of Fathers sing we, 

Chief lords of high degree, 
llie child of noblest mothers, 

Cadmeian Semel6. 
For in Argian Nemea now 
The yoimg spray, on the palm-tre6 bough. 
No more can hide, no more can mock 

The keen eye of the minstrel-seer. 
What time the Hours their doors unlock, 

And wide their chamber-portals fling, 
That the young plants, nectar-sweet, 
May the sweet-breath'd spring-time greet, 

When bursts upon their ear 
The burst of Spring. 



BOUQUET. 

Then, then, abroad are sprent 

Over the Immortal Land 
The dear tufts of the dainty violet. 
Then with the hair are roses blenty 
In coronal and carkanet, 
By many a busy hand. 

Sing with the voice of melody. 
Sing to the flute's sweet sounds 

Sing — Choirs — the Lady Semel6, 
With braided fillet bound : 

Sing ye the Song of Jubilee, 
And foot it round and round. 



«. 




THE FOBBER FOBBED. 
With a Chorus. 

Aristophanes, Th$ Clouds. 

[•LD Strepsiades (after having vainly en- 
deavoured to rouse his son Pheidippides from 
the course of extravagance and dissipation into 
which his jocyism and tandemising spirit had 
plunged him, and to induce him to become a pupil 
of Socrates, and in his preceptory learn that subtle 
logic which can turn black \diite, and teach him 
to fob his duns, and so repair his father's wasted 
fortunes) at length finds himself, from the refractory 
cofirduGt of his son, obliged to enter the Council- 
Chamber of the great Arch-Phrontist. Here we 
see him, matriculated — the process has been a 
curious oniB — and about to be introduced by his 
tutor Soctateato his future deities the Clouds. 



Sa BOUQUET. 



SCENE. — ^ThB PHRONTISTBRIUlif , OR HXtL OF 

High Thought. 

Act. I. Sc. 3. KusUr, p. 66. 

Socrates {addressing SttefsiadeSf who has been chaiki^ 

ing and JidgetiHg about). 

Be as still as you may — Old Sir, while I pray. 
For silence beseems one at your time of day. 

(Then looking up with aU the solemnity of an 
adept he exclaims). 

Mighty Monarch, Air unfathomed, 

Thou who poisest up the earth, 
Bright Ether, thee I call, and ye. 

Clouds that give the thunder birth. 
Holy Virgins, appear to your votary here, 

In the height of your glory, appear, appear. 

Strbpsxades (in alarm). 

Not yet, not yet, lest I get wet, 
Right thoroughly to the skin ; 
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For I've come out, like a fool, without 
My upper Benjamin. 

. Socrates {chanting soUmviy). 



' V* .* -. 



Thrice hallow'd clouds, appear^ appear, 
' And gladden the eye dif this fellow here. 
Whether on the hills olf heaven. 
Robed in dimnessi ye recline, 

Where the fallen snows of ages 

■ V. ■ " 

In their crystal radiance shine ; 
Or amid the coral gardens. 

Where the sire, old Ocean dwells, 
With Nymphs divine, the dance ye twine 

To the music of their shells ; 
Or stooping the while o'er the waves of Nile, _ 

Where bis waters seaward break, 
In your urns of gold his streams enfold \ 

Or seek the depth of Meotis Lake ; V 
Or rolling in light o'er the watch-tower bright 

That burns on Mimas snowy height ; 
Bow down your ear-^fDr ye love good cheer, 

And spurn not his offering that calls you here« 



BOUQUET. 



Enter The Clouds in Chorus. 

Clouds everlasting ! up and away I 
Up from your bowers by the salt-sea spray 
Where roars Father Ocean for ever and aye ! 
Let us haste to the hills where the pine woods 

wave 
Like curls on the brow of the lovely and brave, 
Whence we behold from the throne of our power, 
The far-flung blaze of each beacon- tower, 
And the fruits and the flowers round the fountains 

of earth, 
And the fresh rivers laughing aloud in their mirthi 
And the ocean-tide in his hour of pride, 
As he howleth and dasheth the foam aside : 
For the bright eye of heaven 

Can wane not away. 
But is lit with a beam 
That shall never decay. 
Then arise and away, with your vestures of spray! 
Let us watch o'er the earth with our £ar-seeing^ye 
Tii the shapes of our immortality. 
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SocRATi^s {continuing). 
Clouds most reverend — yes, I know it, 
Ye have heard my invocation. 

{To Strepsiades.) 

in the voice of Heaven's own thunder, 
Thou hast sniflTd their acceptation. 

{Strepsiades winks and mows and makes wry faces 

to kvm,) 

Socrates. 

Cease your joking, don't be poking 
Fun as your play-actors poke, 

Silence ! a great swarm of Gods are 
Moving here with songs — 

Strepsiades {slily). 

— and smoke. 

Enter Semi-Chorus of Clouds. 

Maids of the Mist, arise, arise. 

Let us haste to the land of sacrifice ; 

The land of the lovely, the valiant, and wise ; 
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THE POETS SPRING. 

O Pons Bandusia, Hor. III. 13. 

CLEARER than the crystal, 
O Dear Bandusian Spring, 
O Fountain meet for wine-draught sweet, 
And rose-engarlanding ! 

Thine is a kid to-morrow. 
His front with horns a-bud, . 

Of love to-day and battle fray 
He dreams, in his young blood : 

Deams — but in vain ; that life-blood 
Shall chequer thy cold stream 

With rills of red, and he lie dead. 
The wanton and his dream. 
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The hot noon of the Daystar 

To thee is twilight gray, 
No flaflfi knows where to enter there, 

Or touch thee on thy way. 

Kine, by the share o'erwearied. 

Thy loving freshness drink ; 
The straggling flock leaves down and rock 

To revel on thy brink. 

One of Earth's famous fountains 

Shalt thou become through me, 
As by that spring I sit and sing 

The song of yon holm-tree 2 

The Ilex that o'erarches 

The rock-rift in the wall. 
Whence down the steep thy waters leap 

And prattle as they fall. 
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THE PALACE AND GARDENS OF 

ARMIDA. 

Tasso, Jerusakm DtUvfrid, Canto XVI. 



r/ 




OUND was the dome, of rich device, and there, 
With spring-flowers deck*d and many a brq;ht 
parterre, 
Deep, deep, amid its central courts was set 
A garden-gromid of art imrivall'd yet. 
Within, unnumbered and of subtlest plan, 
Huge aisles, the work of demon-craftsmen, ran - 
In many a wind; whose thousand wandering ways 
Tired the faint foot amid that marbled maze. ' ^ 

Through the broad porch (a hundred portals ledl 
To the mid-nave) the banded warriors sped. 
With figured silver blazed the wondrous gate, 
Its massy valves on golden hinges grate : 
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Fix'd is their gaze long time, for costlier still 
Than the rich metal seem'd the workman's skill. 
Were speech but theirs, nought else the figures need, 
Then would they breathe and move and live indeed. 
Nay, live and move they do, and if we dare 
Trust but our eyes, not speech is wanting there. 

There great Alcides *mid the handmaid throng 
Winds the soft thread and trolls the prattling song. 
That giant-arm whose might erewhile had riven 
The bolts of hell and propt the starry heaven. 
Whirls the light spindle and young Love the while 
Eyes his rude slave and eyes him with a smile. 
Then too young lole, in mimic mood, 
Lifts with weak hand his armour dyed in blood ; 
While from her neck floats down the lion's skin, 
Too grim a vesture for the form within. 

Be£Dre them rolls the.sea, the white waves dance 
In frothy madness o'er the blue expanse ; 
Through the mid seaway harness'd navies dash 
In double tier, their arms sharp lightings flash 



62 BOUQUET. 

O'er waves that bum with gold ; amid the blaze 
Leucate flames with all her cliffs and bays. 
There with Augustus Rome's rough legions speed, 
And there, beneath his rival's banners, bleed 
Egypt and Ind's swart race — ^the Arab and the 
Mede. 

Seem'd o'er the waves the Cyclad Isles to sweep, 
While battling mountains hurtle on the deep ; 
So fell the encounter : while with murderous shock 
Crash the huge galleys — each a castled rock. 
Firebrands and darts shower round: o'er ocean 

spread, 
Fresh wrecks of slaughter dye the waves blood-red: 
And lo ! ere yet the fates of battle lean, 
Lo ! from her Lord she flies — ^the Dark Barbaric 

Queen. 

And Antony — ^his spirit's fondest prize. 
The world's wide reign — ^he casts aside and flies. 
Yet flies he not, no fears that heart can wrong. 
Her flight he tracks, 'tis she drags him along. 
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Like one he seems with love and wrath on fire, 
Whose cheek burns hot with shame, whose heart 

with ire, 
Now here, now there, he rolls his restless eye, 
Where sways the fight and where; the white sails 

fly. 

Then by the banks of Nile, in yon dim bower 
Couch*d on her breast, he waits his trial-hour, 
And feels the light of her soft beauty breathe 
Sweet comfort o'er him in the shades of death. 

Thus, with rich shapes and quaint devices wrought, 
Blazed the bright metal of each princely port, 
Then their struck sight from scenes of wondrous 

mould 
The warriors wean — and thread the mazy hold. 

As the far waters of Meander stray 

With wavering track their down or upward way, 

Some towards their spring-fount, some towards 

Ocean fleet, 
And onward waves the waves returning meet ; 



64 BOUQUET. ' : 

Thus, in a knot of dark confusion tied, 

Seems the wild labyrinth — ^but that chart thdr 

guide 
Gift of the Mage^— right smooth becomes their lot, 
Each coil xmwoimd, and severed every knot. 

Where one wide opening ends their tangled rout, 
That beauteous garden spreads its glories out, 
Still lakes, swift nils of crystal rippling by, 
Herbs of all growth, and flowers of every dye. 
Sweet sunny slopes and leafy dales of green. 
Dim woods and grottoes blend in one glad scene» 
One living landscape ; — for triumphant there 
Ev'n o*er herself— a grace beyond compare. 
Though seen not, felt not. Art reign'd everywhere. 

So shrewdly Artlessness with Art is blent. 
From Nature's self seems sprung each ornament^ 
Watch'd by her rival Art, in frolic jest 
Boon Nature copies from her Gopyest. 

The west wind, vassal of the Dame's decreesi 
Hangs with festoons of flowers the living trees, ^ 
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While ceaseless fruits from flowers unceasing rise, 
A thousand brightening for the one that dies. 

On the same stem the self-same leaves among, 
The frill-grown fig hangs watching o'er the yoimg, 
Hangs, on one spray, the apple, new and old, 
In garb of green the one, the one all gold. 
Luxuriant vines on every sunny mound 
Trail their rich growth and fling their arms around, 
With sour grapes some, and some. with globes, 

whose skin* 
All ruby-red and gold without, is nectar all within. 

There many a bird, beneath his roof of leaves. 
In rival notes blithe songs of dalliance weaves ; 
Soft sighs the breeze, and, as it steals along, 
Wakes the still boughs and waters into song. 

When cease the birds — full loud the descant 
rings. 
Sing they ? It sinks to gentlest whisperings ; 
And, be it chance or art, that witching strain 
Now leads the song, now echoes it again. 
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Chief of the Quire, with plumes of varied hue, 
And purple bill, a wondrous bird there flew ; 
So full his tones swell'd out, his utterance ran, 
Toned so distinct, it seemed the voice of Man. 
His notes he still prolongs, and still gives vent 
To his weird lay — a lay of wonderment. 
While hush'd is every bird on that sweet song 

intent. 
In charmed trance hang pleasaunce, glade, and hill, 
And all the winds of Heaven their airy whispers 
still. 

Mark ye (He sings) in modest maiden guise 
The red rose peeping from her leafy nest ; 

Half opening, now, half closed, the jewel lies, 
More bright her beauty seems the more represt* 

But lo ; with bosom bared, the vaunting flower 
Now droops, now dies, alas! how changed the 
while, 

From that sweet rose that wooed, in. happier hour, 
The young man's homage and the maiden's smile. 
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Thus, in the passing of a day, the flower, 
The freshness of man's little life is o'er. 

Though April skies return with sun and shower. 
The flower may bloom not, life return no more* 

Cull then the rose, for night is coming ; haste, 
While o'er its leaves the matin dew is pour'd, 

Cull then the rose of love while yet thou may'st 
Loving be loved^adoring be ador'd. 

*Tis o'er : the woods in vocal concert ring ; 
The fluttering quires their notes of welcome sing: 
Again the doves sweet kisses seek, again 
Each beast that roams the mountain or the plain. 
The stainless bay, the crabbed oak and rude, 
And all the woodland's leafy brotherhood, 
Green turf and rippling rill in one sweet sigh, 
Breathe out their love and dreams of ecstasy. 



THE RIFLED ROSE. 

Catallus, Carmen tiuptiaU. Wilkes, p. 60. 

•c^N my lone garth to-day a flower is bom»-» ^ 

All the lads love it, all the lasses prize : 
Nipt by the sharp thin nail, deflower'd and tor!i» 
No lad longs for it, and no lassie sighs. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

HIS stone, my gentle Sabine, serve right well, 
Though small, our mighty love to chronicle, 
ril ne'er forget thee— nor in Lethe's wave 
> Pledge thou the friend that weeps upon thy grave. 
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